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Opinions of tbe preee. 

* Mr. Deazeley, the latest exemplar, has succeeded in 
many instances in preserving a happy middle course 
between undue compression and too facile expression. 
. . . Mr. Deazeley at least retains much of the poetry of 
the original. He has not permitted the Horatian spirit 
to evaporate. We would quote, if space allowed, the 
whole of his version of the Ode "Ad Rempublicam " 
for example. It is eminently poetic, and, as a fine 
and faithful rendering, it does not stand alone in 
Mr. Deazeley's accomplished viork*— Saturday Review. 

' The short interval of six weeks which, as we write, 
has elapsed since the appearance of Mr. Gladstone's 
translation, has been long enough to make us ac- 
quainted with Mr. Deazeley's highly poetical version 
of the first two books.' — Quarterly Review, 



opinions of the Press, 

'There is much in Mr. Deazeley's translation that 
pleases us. In the first place, he almost invariably 
adopts the tetrastich where Horace has adopted it. 
Secondly, he invariably confines his Ode within the 
number of lines which were enough for Horace. Thirdly, 
he adopts somewhat novel metres which are by no 
means unsuitable, and handles them with dexterity. 
Fourthly, he hunts carefully for his vocabulary and 
phrases. . . . These passages are sufficient to show that 
Mr. Deazeley has succeeded in producing a poetical 
version, which, without straining after excessive accu- 
racy, is free from the vice of wide paraphrase. . . . We 
shall be on the look out for the completion of this 
version.'— 'Hermathena. 

* There is much to admire in Mr. Deazeley's render- 
ings of the Horatian Odes which he has ' done into 
English verse'; but much more in his original and 
charming poems on Andromeda, Ariadne, and Jason, 
instinct as they are with a genuine classical spirit, and 
equally powerful in their delineation of female beauty. 
Many of his verses are very graceful in form and sweet 
in their cadence ; and many which are descriptive of 
passion quiver with the emotions so well described.' — 
Speaker. 

'Mr. Deazeley shows a genuine admiration for Horace, 
and his translations are by no means wanting in happy 
turns and readable verses.' — Guardian. 

*Mr. Deazeley has accuracy, scholarship, compres- 
sion—in some cases, not in all— and frequent felicity 
of rendering.' — Times. 



opinions of the Press. 

'He is evidently an accomplished Latinist, he pos- 
sesses a keen appreciation of his author's force and 
beauty as a lyric poet, he shows himself a discerning 
appreciator of the music of lyric verse.' — Morning Post. 

* Mr. Deazeley has made a laudable attempt to pre- 
serve the varying metres.' — Daily News, 

' Mr. Deazeley is evidently a versifier of no mean 
order. He displays considerable facility in the manage- 
ment of a great variety of rhythms, and his verses have 
a smoothness and a sweetness of cadence which it is 
assuredly not always easy to associate with a rendering 
of Horace. The metrical versions of Andromeda, 
Ariadne, and Jason are of the very best quality. Some 
more of these would be welcome.' — Glasgow Herald. 

'Andromeda, Jason, and Ariadne show a scholar's 
accomplishment in handling the English language with 
taste, elegance even, and a classical severity. The 
versions from Horace answers generally to the same 
description.' — Scotsman. 

* To Mr. Deazeley must be accorded fine scholarship, 
and a success far above the average of Horatian trans- 
lators. He also adds to his version three very beautiful 
original classic poems, which we regret we have no 
space to quote.' — School Board Chronicle. 

'We congratulate Mr. J. Howard Deazeley upon the 
success he has achieved. . . . His verses are of the very 
best quality, and display an accuracy and happiness of 
expression which must, we feel, considerably increase 
his reputation as a scholar.' — Primrose League Gazette, 



opinions of the Press, 

* Mr. Deazeley has accomplished the part he has put 
his hand to with great fidelity and felicity of expression, 
and has achieved a success which must add much to his 
reputation. He has preserved the true spirit and ease 
of the original : the geniality, brightness, and vivacity of 
Horace are faithfully reproduced, and his thoughts put 
into English dress with an extreme nicety of judgement 
in the ornament of words and sweetness of sound.' - 
Pembrokeshire Herald. 

* Mr. Deazeley may be congratulated on having 
succeeded in reproducing both the wit and spirit of the 
original' — Oxford Times, 

' It is musical and as expressive, we think, as any 
English can be of the author's meaning, and where 
so much depends upon expression that is to achieve 
a success. The stories of Andromeda, Ariadne, and 
Jason complete this little book told in pure and spirited 
verse.'— Oxford Journal, 

' There is none of his predecessors in the field with 
whom Mr. Deazeley need fear comparison. His metrical 
translations have the merit of great accuracy. The variety 
of metres in the Horatian Odes is very successfully 
imitated. . . . We should have been glad to give some 
extracts from this delightful book, but our space forbids.' 
— Haverfordwest and Milford Haven Telegraph, 
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PREFACE 



-♦♦- 



The reception accorded to my version of the 
earlier Odes has emboldened me to complete 
the work. For much sympathetic encourage- 
ment I am grateful : by many valuable criticisms 
I have endeavoured to profit. 

No one can be more conscious than I am of 
the well-nigh insuperable difficulties which lie 
before a translator of Horace. Faithful com- 
pression is so hard, where rugged baldness is 
always a rock of danger. Convenient expansion 
is so easy, but flowing paraphrase too often 
drowns the spirit and genius of the original. 
I can only plead that, in seeking the unattain- 
able shore, I have at least made an effort to 
steer between Scylla and Charybdis. 

J. H. D. 

Oxford, 
Novemhery 1895. 
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BOOK III. 

ODE I. 

I HATB and shun the crowd that lacks our lore : 
Your voices hush : in strains ne'er heard before, 
The Muses' priest, I raise 

For maidens and for youths my lays. 
O'er vassal subjects dreaded kings hold sway, 
O'er kings themselves reigns Jove, in giant fray 
Adorned with bright renown, 

Who shakes the wide world with his fix)wn. 
One man than others broader lands may grace 
With trees in trenches : one of nobler race 
May canvass down the Plain : 
A third may bring to his campaign 
A better life and fame : in greater throng 
May crowd another's clients. Doom is strong 
O'er high and low : her urn 

Is deep, and each name has its turn. 

B 



2 THE ODES OF HORACE. 

For him, suspended o'er whose godless head 
The drawn sword hangs, Sicilian art can spread 
No cates to charm the taste; 
Their notes wiU birds and cithern waste 
In wooing sleep's return. The sleep that falls 
On husbandmen so gently scorns not walls 
Of cots, or woodland shade, 
Or Tempe's leaves by Zephyrs swayed. 
A man who pines for nought beyond his needs 
The stormy sea in panic never heeds, 
When fierce with threat'ning guise 
Arcturus sets or Haedi rise : 
Not his to brood o'er vineyards scourged by hail, 
Or cheating farm ; while trees at rain now rail. 
Anon at dog-star s fire 

That sears the fields, or winter s ire. 
Our fishes feel the water's narrowed flow, 
Where seaward piles are thrust and builders throw 
Down rubble with a band 

Of workmen, as their lord of land 
Grows weary: but where mounts that lord repair 
Alarm and Threats : nor ever gloomy Care 
From brass-prowed warship flits, 

And at the horseman's back she sits. 
If Phrygian marble unto soul that sighs, 
Or wear of purple brighter than the skies. 
Or costly wine, or balm 

From Persia brings no soothing calm ; 
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Why in new fashion should I toil to raise 
A lofty hall whose gates draw envy's gaze, 
Or change my Sabine vale 

For riches and their greater bale ? 



ODE II. 

The pinch of want each hardy youth must learn 
To bear contentedly by warfare stem : 
He must as dreaded knight 
With lance the savage Parthians fight : 
In open air, in perils let his days 
Be spent: on him let monarch's consort gaze 
From foemen's ramparts high, 

Let budding maiden gaze and sigh 
Lest, strange to marching hosts, — alas for her ! — 
Her royal lover by a touch may stir 
The lion rough, whom rage 

Sweeps on a bloody strife to wage. 
Tis sweet and right for fatherland to die. 
To routed craven also Death draws nigh, 
Nor spares the trembling knees 
And back of timid youth that flees. 
Worth, knowing not the stain of base defeat. 
With spotless honour shines: nor curule seat 
She takes or leaves to please 
The change of fickle favour's breeza 

B 2 
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Worth tries unwonted paths and opes the sky 
To those alone who merit not to die: 
With pinion upward bound 

She shuns base crowds and misty ground. 
True silence also has sure prize in store: 
The man who blazons mystic Ceres' lore 
With me shall not abide 

Beneath one roof, or by my side 
Unmoor his skiff: for Jove through such neglect 
The godly with the guilty oft hath wrecked ; 
And seldom Doom's lame tread 

Forbears the wretch who runs ahead. 



ODE III. 

The upright man, who has his purpose set, 
From fixed resolve a city's wild behest 
To sin would never wrest, 

Nor stubborn tyrant s frown, nor fret 
Of angry sea by brawling south-wind swayed, 
Nor mighty hand of Jove whose thunders swell : 
If worlds in ruin feU, 
The wreck would strike him undismayed. 
Thus roaming Hercules, with toilwom tread, 
And PoUux gained the height of stany skies. 
Mid whom Augustus lies 

And dyes his lips with nectar red. 
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Thus, Bacchus was thy prowess fitly shaped, 
Till tigers drew thy car with necks unbroke 
To bow beneath the yoke : 

Thus Bomulus firom Orcus 'scaped 
Upon the steeds of Mars, when Juno spake 
Sweet words to gods in council, 'Troy, Troy town 
A cursfed judge threw down 
To dust for foreign woman's sake ; 
Condemned, e'er since Laomedon did steal 
From gods the price upon their labours placed, 
For me and Pallas chaste, 

With fraudftd chief and commonweal. 
No longer now the traitor-guest looks bright 
For Spartan quean: no more by Hector's aid 
Is Priam's false house stayed 

To crush my brave Achaeans' might. 
The warfare, which our strife prolonged, is o'er; 
To Mars henceforth I yield my fury wild, 
I yield that hated child 
Whom Trojan priestess to him bore : 
To pass into the palaces of light, 
To quaff our nectar, mid the peaceful fold 
Of gods to be enrolled 

Henceforward now I grant his right. 
Provided that the sea's wide waters rave 
'Twixt Troy and Eome, the exiles anjrwhere 
May found an empire fair: 
Provided that o'er Paris' grave 
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And Priam's cattle trample and the whelps they breed 
Wild beasts therein conceal unharmed, in pride 
The Capitol may bide, 

And Home give laws to conquered Mede. 
A name of terror she may cany wide , 
To furthest shores, where Nile overflowing laves 
His tilths, where parting waves 
From Europe Afirica divide. 
The buried gold, that is more blessed when 
The mine conceals it, she may bravely spurn. 
And scorn in greed to turn 

Things sacred to the use of men. 
Through furthest limits that to earth are set 
Her arms may make their way ; where firenzied glow 
Fierce fires she'll gladly go, 
Where clouds and rainy dews are wet. 
Such fate for warlike Romans I foretell 
On these sole terms — ^that they shall nevermore 
The halls of Troy restore 

In pride that loves its race too well : 
For doleful omens shall the birth betide 
Of Troy that lives again, again to bleed 
When victor hosts I lead, 

Of Jove the sister and the bride. 
Were brazen wall by Phoebus thrice upthrown, 
My Argi ves through it thrice should force their strife, 
And thrice the captive wife 

For spouse and sons should make her moan.* 
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Such themes but ill befit my lute's gay air. 
Where speedest thou, my Muse ? Thy pride abate, 
Nor talk of gods relate 
And rich themes with poor strains impair. 
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ODE IV. 



QUKEN Calliope, come down, I pray, 
From heaVn, and raise at length thy tuneful lay 
With clear voice, or on flute, 
Or on Apollo's stringfed lute. 
You hear? Or does some frenzied rapture cheat? 
Methinks I hear and stray with roaming feet 
Through groves where waters flow 
In beauty and fair breezes blow. 
Me once, beyond my nurse Apulia's gate. 
On her own Vultur, bowed 'neath slumber s weight 
By sport that boyhood loves. 

With freshest leaves the fabled doves 
Did cover o'er — a marvel strange to all 
Who nest in Acherontia*s mountain-wall 
Or Bantia's glades or low 

Forentum, where rich harvests grow. 
That I, with laurel and with myrtle strown, 
A daring child whom gods did not disown. 
Should sleep by heav n's care 

Preserved from adder black and bear. 
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I 'm yonrs if I to Sabine heights repair, 
Ye Muses ; yours if cold Praeneste's air, 
Or Tibur's slope inclined, 

Or wave-washed Baiae take my mind. 
Because I love your dances and your springs. 
Death spared me from PhiUppi's routed wings. 
From fall of cursfed tree, 
From cape and waves of Sicily. 
Right gladly, if you journey by my side, 
A mariner I'll sail where raves the tide 
Of Bosporus, or stand 
A pilgrim on hot Syria's sand. 
To Britons of inhospitable shore 
Unscathed I 11 go, to Concani for gore 
Of steeds athirst, to stream 

Of Scythian hosts whose quivers teem. 
Should mighty Caesar, when the war is o'er. 
And weary troops are housed in towns once more, 
Abandon labour's lot, 

You charm him in Pierian grot. 
To give calm counsel, gentle souls, you plan. 
And joy in giving. All the Titan clan. 
We know, and giant band 

He crushed with levin's brand, 
Who sways the sluggish earth and wind-swept deeps ; 
Who towns and gloomy realms 'neath just rule keeps. 
That to himself belongs 
Alone o'er gods and mortal throngs. 
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To Jove's own heart had brought a deep affiight 
Those bristling arms of youths, those brethren's might, 
Who Pelion sought to rest 
Upon Olympus* dusky crest. 
But what were Rhoetus, Mimas stout in fight, 
Typhosus, great Porphyrion dread of height, 
Enceladus who bore 
And hurled the trunks which he uptore, 
As on against Minerva's ringing shield 
They rushed? Here eager Vulcan held the field, 
Here Juno's wifely aid, 
And he whose bow is never laid 
Aside, who in Castalia's holy spring 
His long locks laves, o'er Lycia's thickets king 
And o'er his native sward, 
Of Patara and Delos lord. 
Force lacking judgment falls by its own weight : 
Force held in rein the gods to high estate 
Advance, but hate the soul 

Whose strength makes any guilt its goaL 
The hundred-handed Gyas to my view 
Bears witness, and ill-famed Orion too, 
Who Dian sought to stain, 
And fell by maiden's arrow slain. 
Earth sorrows as she folds her monsters deep, 
And mourns her sons by Ughtning's blazing sweep 
To Orcus hurled: fleet flame 

Has failed to knaw through Etna's frame; 

c 



lO THE ODES OF HORACE. 

And, sentry set o'er guilt, the warder bird 
From lustful Tityos hath never stirred ; 
And weight of countless chains 
Pirithous from love restrains. 



ODE V. 

His thunders prove Jove's kingship of the sky, 
And we believe : 8ts god to men drawn nigh 
Augustus, when the Medes and Britons bold 
Are added to our sway, we'll hold. 
Did Crassus' soldier wed to savage wife, 
A Marsian or Apulian, save his life 

As vassal of a Parthian king, and spend 
Dishonoured age, to foes made friend ? 
Our sacred shields, our name did he forget — 
(Alas for senate and old ways upset!)— 
Our dress, our everlasting Vesta's fane, 
While Jove and Rome secure remain ? 
From this had Regulus with foresight turned, 
When terms of peax^e that meant foul shame he 
spumed. 
And augured from such precedent of crime 
Destruction for all future time. 
Unless the captive youths unwept should die. 
' Hung up in Punic shrines,' he said, * mine eye 
Our standards saw, and weapons that the foe 
Had torn from us without a blow : 
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The arms of citizens mine eye did see 
Fast bound behind the backs that once were free, 
Gkktes open stand, and tilths their harvest 
yield 
Where once our warfare stripped the field. 
Redeemed by gold, a soldier to his place 
Will come, forsooth, the bolder! To disgrace 
You but add losa No more its snowy pride 
Returns to wool once stained and dyed : 
Nor does true valour, when it once has flown, 
A baser substitute consent to own. 

When hind, released from close-meshed toils, 
to fight 
Is ready, he will show his might 
Who once has yielded to a faithless foe ; 
And in a second war he *11 lay them low 

Who, when his wrists were bound with thongs, 
the breath 
Of craven drew and blenched at deatL 
He, knowing not whence he should rightly claim 
His life, confounded peace and war. Oh, shame ! 
mighty Carthage, raised thy pride will be 
On rains base of Italy.' 
Tis said that he, as one in sore disgrace. 
His little sons and faithful wife's embrace 

Put frx)m him ; while his dauntless eyes down- 
turn 
Upon the ground their vision stem, 

c 2 
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TUl he the wavering fathers might restore 
To strength by counsels no man gave before, 

And through the grief that touched each 
loving heart, 
A peerless exile, might depart 
Yet knew he what the savage torturer's hand 
Was planning for him : but no less the band 

Of kin that held and crowds that sought to 
stay 
His journey back he thrust away ; 
As if afar from t^wn, his business done, 
Some client's weary lawsuit lost or won. 

His steps Venafrum's meadow-land recalls, 
Or Greek Tarentum's Spartan walls. 



ODE VI. 

To the Romans. 

For sins of ancestors you must atone. 
Though guiltless, Roman, till you rear again 
Each ruined shrine and fane, 
Each statue black and sooty grown. 
Because you fear the gods you hold your pow'r 
To them all causes and all issues trace : 
When slighted, to our race 

The gods brought many an evil hour. 
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Already twice Monaeses and the band 
Of Pacorus have crushed our unblest toil, 
And, swelling with our spoil 

Their own poor necklets, smiling stand. 
In thraldom nigh had Rome, sedition's seat, 
To Dacian and to -ffithiop bowed her head ; 
The one with arrows dread 

Inspires, the other with his fleet. 
An age of fruitful sin on marriage-bed 
And ties of home and blood at first brought stain ; 
Till ruin thus, like rain. 

O'er fatherland and people spread. 
Prom no such stock came youths who dyed 
With Carthaginian gore the ocean's flow, 
Who Hannibal laid low, 
Antiochus, and Pyrrhus' pride. 
They sprang, stout hearts, from rustics trained 
As soldiers, taught to turn with Sabine hoe 
The clods, and wood to stow 

Which mothers stem behest ordained 
For cutting, when the setting sun's car broke 
The line of shadows on the mountain-ground, 
And brought the glad time round 
That loosed the weary oxen s yoke. 
Has aught escaped from time's increasing ill ? 
Our sires, than theirs grown worse, for baser days 
Begat us soon to raise 

Descendants more degraded still. 
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ODE VII. 

To Asterie. 

Why weep, Asterie ? At birth of spring 
The gentle gales that youth will homeward bring 
Enriched with Thynian merchandise, 
Whose changeless faith you prize, 
Your Gyges. He through stress of south wind veered 
To Oricum when Goat's mad star appeared. 

And there each cold night through he sighs 
In tears and sleepless lies. 
And yet her envoy says that Chlo# bums, 
That for your flame the love-sick hostess yearns, 
And deftly with a thousand wiles 
His constancy beguiles : 
He tells how Proteus, when a woman spared 
No art to trick him, by false slanders snared, 
Bellerophon too chastely true 
With death untimely slew. 
He talks of Peleus nigh to Orcus sent, 
Since for Hippolyte he had no bent: 
His fraudful cunning never fails 
To point sin-teaching tales, 
In vain. For, deaf as ocean-cliffs, no care 
Hath Gyges, heart-whole yet. But lest you spare 
Enipeus of your thoughts a share 
Too large, do you beware : 
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Although no other has a touch so wise 
With which to curb his steed and draw all eyes 
Upon the Plain, and none can breast 
So swiftly Tiber's crest 
At nightfeJl close your doors, nor look below 
Upon the street when flute is wailing low : 
And though to you he oft complain 
Of harshness, stem remain. 

ODE VIIL 

To Maecenas, 

What I unwed, with flow'rs should do 
On March the first, with censer too 
And coal on living turf that lies, 

Gives you surprise, 
Who have of either tongue the lore. 
To Bacchus snowy goat and store 
Of cates I vowed when tree-trunk's blow 

Nigh laid me- low. 
This festal time, as years come round, 
Shall draw the cork with pitch fast bound 
From flask for smoking put away 

In Tullus' day. 
A hundred goblets to my health 
Then quaff, Maecenas ; let a wealth 
Of tapers wake till dawn ; a&r 

Be noise and jar. 
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Dismiss your civic cares: for dead 

Is host that Cotiso once led ; 

And Mede his kinsfolk only harms 

With deadly arms : 
Our ancient foe on Spanish shore, 
At last subdued, resists no more : 
And Scj^hian, bow unbent, half yields 

To quit our fields. 
From office freed, discard alarm 
Lest aught should work our people harm : 
Each boon the hour brings seize with joy 

And quit annoy. 



ODE IX. 

The Amoebaean Ode. 

Hor, While I for you had still my charm, 

And no youth better loved than I could 
throw 
Around your snowy neck his arm ; 

More blest than Persian king's my days 
did flow. 
Lyd, While for none other more you burned, 

And Lydia fell not Chlo^'s place below; 
Through noble name your Lydia earned, 
More bright than Ilia's own my days did 
flow. 
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Hot. By Thracian ChloS now I 'm led, 

A maiden defl to wake the lute's soft 
strain ; 
For whom to die I would not dread. 
If fate would let my sweet girl's life remain. 
Lyd. Me Calais, son of Omytus. 

Consumes with flame that answers flame 
again; 
For whom I twice would die, if thus 
The fates would let my sweet boy's life 
remain. 
Hor. But what if love of old return 

And join with brazen yoke our parted pride ; 
If Chlo6*s golden locks I spurn 
And jilted Lydia find my door flung wide ? 
Lyd, Although than stars he glitters fairer yet, 

And you than cork are lighter, you who fly 
To wrath more oft than Hadria's fret; 
With you I *d love to live, I *d gladly die. 



ODE X. 

To Lyce. 

If you to distant Tanais lived nigh, 

A wild mate's consort, Lyce, you would sigh 

Your cruel gates outside to hold me fast 

A target for the north-wind's blast. 
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You hear with what a din your doorposts creak. 
And how through shrubs that grace your courtyard 

shriek 
The winds, while Jupiter fit>m cloudless sky 

Congeals the snows that driven lie? 
Let pride, that Venus hates to see, depart^ 
Lest backward wheel may spin and cord may 

dart. 
'Twas no Penelope your Tuscan sire 

Begat you, suitors thus to tire. 
Although nor gifts nor vows avail with you, 
Nor lover's leaden eyes and pallid hue. 
Nor husband's passion for Pierian fair 

Unbends you ; still your suppliants spare, 
Though you than oak are harder fieir to break. 
At heart no gentler than a Moorish snake. 
Not eJways at your threshold thus I'll bide, 

By rain that streams from heav n tried. 



ODE XI. 

To Mercury, 

Mercuby (taught of whom by song 
Amphion drew the stones eJong) 
And Shell, whose skill their sweetness brings 

To seven strings. 
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Once voiceless, charmless, now a grace 
To banquet rich and holy place, 
For stubborn Lyde raise your strain 

Her ear to gain: 
Like three-year-old in boundless plain 
She sports and dreads the curbing rein, 
Too young to brook, in love untried, 

A consort's pride. 
You trees and tigers in your train 
Can lead and rush of streams detain ; 
The keeper of the vasty hall 

Your coaxing call 
Obeyed, though round each raging head 
A hundred snakes on guard are spread, 
Though noisome breath and spume are flung 

Prom triple tongue. 
Ixion too and Tityos smiled 
Unwilling: Danaids left awhile 
Their urn to dry, as your sweet strain 

Relieved their pain. 
Let Lyde learn each maiden s crime 
And well-known doom, how for all time 
The water flows through broken jar, 

How vengeance far 
In Orcus upon guilt is brought. 
Accurst — what worse could they have wrought? 
Accurst — who took each husband's life 

With cruel knife. 
D 2 
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But one, to bonds of wedlock true 
Deceived her forsworn sire, and through 
Her peerless, falsehood lights time's page 

From age to age. 
* Arise.' to her young spouse she said 
' Lest endless sleep from whence you dread 
It not may come ; escape from sin 

Of guilty kin : 
As lion rends a steer, so they 
Are mangling one by one their prey: 
I will not wound, than they more kind. 

Or hold confined. 
Me let my sire with fetters weight, 
Because I spared my hapless mate, 
Or to Numidia's furthest end 

On shipboard send. 
Go whither feet or breezes bear, 
While night assists and love makes fair 
Your omens: one sad line I crave 

To mark my grave.' 
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C^v^uJ^'i. ^UaZI^ ode xil 

To Neobule. 

'Tis the lot of hapless maidens that love's sport 

they may not know, 
Nor in sweet wine drown their sorrows, or in fear 

must fainting go 
Lest the lash of uncle^s tongue should deal its 

blow. 
The winged boy of Cytherea steals your basket, 

and the room 
For Minerva^s busy handcraft, Neobule, and the loom 
Steals your Liparaean Hebrus' winsome bloom : 
Fain to bathe his shining shoulders in the Tiber's 

rippling sheet, 
Bides he better than Bellerophon himself, and none 

can beat 
Or his boxing or the flying of his feet. 
Skill he hath too in the open when the deer are 

fleeing past 
In a trembling herd to shoot them, and the toils 

on boar is fast. 
As it lurks in leafy hiding-place, to cast. 
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ODE XIII. 

To Bandusids Spring. 

Bandusia's spring, than glass more clear 
And worthy both of flow'rs and wine, 
A kid to-morrow shall be thine, 

Upon whose swelling brows appear 

The budding horns, that point to shock 
Of war and love in vain : for he 
Shall dye thy chill stream red for thee, 

Poor offspring of the wanton flock. 

The blazing dog-stars frenzied might 

Can touch thee not: for herds that roam 
And oxen, that come wearied home 

From ploughing, thou hast cool delight. 

Mid famous springs thou too thy part 
Shalt have, when of the oak I tell 
That crowns thy grottos hollowed swell 

Whence babbling waters downward dart. 

ODE XIV. 

To the Roman People. 

Like Hercules our Caesar sought 
The laurels that with death are bought, 
And, victor o er the Spain he fought, 

Returns to-day. 
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True wife, who in your spouse delight, 
Come forth and offer hallowed rite. 
Come, chieftain's sister: fillets white 

On foreheads lay 
Ye dames whose sons are to our land 
Restored again : ye brides with hand 
Just won, and you, ye boyish band. 

No ill word say. 
This festal time shall rout despair: 
I will not dread or civil care 
Or violent death, since wide worlds bear 

Our Caesar's sway. 
Bring nard, my boy, and garlands bright, 
And cask that minds the Marsian fight; 
If Spartacus left, hid from sight, 

One jar to stay. 
And bid Neaera, clear-voiced maid. 
Her scented locks in haste to braid: 
If by the porter's spite delayed. 

Come straight away. 
My hair grows white and bates the pride 
That once for strife and quarrel sighed: 
Hot youth such slight would ne'er abide 

In Plancus' day. 
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ODE XV. 

To Chloris. 

Wife of needy Ibycus, 

Make an end of guilt at last 
And of shameful deeds ; nor thus, 

Riper far for death, o'ercast, 
As you sport in maiden crowd. 

Gleaming stars with misty cloud. 
That which PholoS becomes 

Fits not Chloris: young mens homes 
She storms meetly, as by drums 

Housed to wrath some Thyad roams. 
Her the love of Nothus sways. 

Till like wanton roe she plays. 
Wools from sheep Luceria bred 

Best beseem you — not the lute : 
Flagons drained and roses red 

You and eld can never suit. 

ODE XVI. 

To Maecenas. 

When Danad in brazen tow'r was bound, 
Oak doors and tireless watch of each grim hound 
To guard her had enough been surely found 

From midnight lovers bold; 
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Had not the damsel's jailor, sore afraid, 

A laughing-stock for Jove and Venus made, 

Who knew that paths secure are open laid 

For gods transformed to gold. 
Through thronging warders gold is wont to go, 
And rocks ifc shivers swifter than the blow 
Of thunderbolt. The Argive seer fell low. 

And wrecked his house for gain. 
The lord of Macedon would open wide 
The gates of cities and would sap the pride 
Of rival kings by bribes : by bribes fast tied 

Are chiefs that sail the main. 
Care ever follows with the hoards that grow, 
And lust for more. I rightly dread to show 
A lofty head that tow'rs o'er all below, 

Maecenas, knighthoods grace. 
The more that each has to himself denied, 
The more the gods give. I have empty hied 
To camps that covet not: from rich men's side 

I gladly move my place: 
More bright as lord of slighted lot I shine. 
Than if all brisk Apulian ploughs were mine. 
And all his crops I might in bams confine, 

Mid vast resources poor. 
My stream of water clear, my acres few 
Of woodland, and my harvest's promise true 
Escape the owner of rich Afric's due 

As boons than his more sure. 
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For me Calabrian bees no honey pour, 
In Formian jar no wine to age I store, 
For me no fleeces Gallic pastures o'er 

Increase with growth secure. 
Yet pinching poverty still slips me by ; 
Nor if I needed more, would you deny. 
My wants curtailing, out of scant supply 

I larger weeJth command 
Than if Mygdonian plains I could combine 
With realms of Alyattes. Those who pine 
For much lack much. 'Tiswell when gods assign 

Sufficiency with sparing hand. 

ODE XVII. 
To Aelius Lama. 

Aelius, ennobled by the ancient race 
Of Lamus (since they say all Lamiae claim 
To take from hence their name; 
And through the mindful annals trace 
Their pedigree from him whom history calls 
The early founder of the Formian walls, 
Who ruled Marica*s shore, 

By waves of Liris flooded o'er, 
With widespread sway), to-morrow sees a gale 
From out the East with thick leaves strew the land, 
With sea- weed waste the strand; 
Unless foul -weather's prophet fail, 
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The ag6d crow. Get j&rewood while you may : 
To-morrow with a sucking pig and wine 
You '11 cheer your guard divine 
And with your hinds make holiday. 



ODE XVIII. 

To Faunus. 

Faunus, lover of the dryads shy, 
Come gently to my farm and, passing by 
My sunny meadows, let your kindly eye 

On nurselings lie ; 
If when the year is ftill a young kid dies, 
If wine-bowl, mate of Venus, still supplies 
Its flow, and fragrant clouds in olden wise 

From altar rise. 
My herds all gambol on the grassy plain 
When your December's Nones come back again ; 
By ox and festal village rest is ta*en 

From labour's strain: 
No fear have lambs of wolves that wander through ; 
The rustic woodland sheds its leaves for you; 
And ditchera beat in triple measure true 

The ground they rua 



E 2 



28 THE ODES OF HORACE. 



ODE XIX. 

To Telephus. 

The years 'twixt Inachus that lie 

And Codrus, who for fatherland to die 
Was dauntless, -^acus' proud race 

And battles waged at hallowed Troy you trace. 
What price for Chian cask we pay, 

Or who with fire will water's chill allay, 
Who offers house-room, when 'tis well 

To shun Pelignian cold, you fail to tell. 
Haste, boy, and let me pledge new moon. 

Muraena's augurship and night's full noon ; 
Let measures nine or three be pla<ced 

Of wine in goblets — each can suit his taste. 
Who loves the Muses, odd-told band, 

A bard inspired, by three times three will stand : 
The Grace, who discord dreads to see, 

Her limit of permission sets at three. 
As charms unveiled the sisters link. 

I love to revel madly. Wherefore shrink 
To silence blasts of Phrygian flute V 

Why voiceless hang the reed-pipe and the lute ? 
For me, I hate the niggard's hand : 

Strew roses : let our din to frenzy fanned 
Strike on the jealous Lycus" ear, 

And let the wife, too young for Lycus, hear. 
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Thee with thy wealth of shining hair. 

Thee, Telephus, who art as Vesper fair, 
In all her bloom doth Rhode woo : 

Slow fires of love for Glycera bum me through. 



ODE XX. 

To Pyrrhus. 

Do you no deadly danger, Pyrrhus, feel, 
As from the lioness her whelps you steal ? 
From stress of battle you will quickly reel, 

A craven thief; 
When, through the ranks of youths that crowded 

throng, 
To seek Nearchus fair she sweeps along: 
Ah ! who shall win, twill be a struggle strong, 

The victors fief? 
But while you take from out the quiver's sheath 
Swift arrows, and she whets her savage teeth, 
The contest's judge his naked heel beneath 

The laurel flings ; 
And lets soft breezes through the tresses play 
That o'er his perfumed shoulders loosely stray. 
Like Nireus or the youth once snatchd away 

From Ida's springs. 
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ODE XXI. 

To a Wine-jar. 

Twin-born with me in Manlius' day, 
If plaint you move or jesting gay, 
If strife you stir, or frenzied love, 
Or sleep, kind jar, upon me lay ; 
Howe'er was meant the charge you tend, 
Your rest a blissful day should end : 
You must then, since Corvinus bids 
Me bring my choicest brand descend. 
Though steeped in all Socratic lore, 
No boor is he to pass you o'er: 
'Tis said that ancient Cato oft 
With wine made virtue glow the more. 
The hard-bound wit to stir you steal 
With gentle rack : if sage conceal 

His cares and plans, your merry god 
Will make him all his thoughts reveal : 
In grief through you new hope is bom. 
You lift to strength the poor man's horn. 
For he through you no more by fear 
Of angry kings or war is torn. 
With you shall Bacchus, Venus bright, 
The Graces, slow their knot to slight, 

And quenchless lamps their vigils keep 
Till dawns return puts stars to flight. 
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ODE XXII. 

To Diana, 

Maid, who guardest hills and woodland gloom, 
Who bringest succour to the labouring womb, 
When thrice invoked, and rescue from the tomb, 

Whose forms are three ; 
Be thine the pine that shades my farm below, 
Where glad, as years their tale completed show, 
The blood of boar that plots a sidelong blow 

I *11 give to thee. 

ODE XXIII. 
To Phidyle. 

Ip skyward suppliant hands you throw, 

My rustic maid, when new moons horn ; 
If greedy sow, and spice and com 

Late reaped on Lares you bestow; 

Your vine no south-wind's blast will sear. 
No barren blight will strike your crop, 
Nor will the plague your nurselings lop 

When sickness mars the fruiting year. 

The victim feeding fated life 

On Algidus mid oaks and hokns. 

Or where through Alban meads she roams, 

Shall dye with blood a pontiffs knife. 
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Not yours the worship to essay 

Of tiny gods with slaughtered sheep, 
If you for them but garlands keep 

Of rosemary and myrtle spray. 

Has hand exempt from guilty fault 
On shrine been laid, no costly gift 
The frown from gods will sooner lift 

Than sacred meal and grain of salt. 



ODE XXIV. 
To the Covetous, 

Though treasures greater fax you hold 

Than Arab's untouched wealth and India's gold ; 
And though your blocks may stretching be 

To fill both Tuscan and Apulian sea; 
If doom within the coping ledge 

Has driven deep her adamantine wedge, 
You will not free your mind from gloom. 

Or loose your head fix^m tangled mesh of doom. 
A better life lead Scyths who roam 

The plain, where waggons draw the vagrant 
home ; 
More bliss the rugged Getae know. 

For whom unmeasured acres freely grow 
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Their crops and com, nor are they found 

To plant, the season o'er, in unchanged ground : 
When one has reaped what labours earn, 

On equal terms another takes his turn. 
There kindly step-dames ne'er oppress 

The husband's children who are motherless ; 
No wealthy brides hold sway by fear, 

Or lend the sleek adulterer their ear. 
Their dowry is the spotless name 

Their parents bore and fear for their fair fame 
And troth untarnished by a breath, 

For sin is shameful and its wage is death. 
Our godless slaughter who hath will 

To stay, and our domestic madness still ? 
If on his statue he would care 

To see ' The City's Saviour,' let him dare, 
A hero for all futicre time, 

Our wild desires to curb. Ah me, the crime I 
Through envy living worth we spurn, 

And for it when it leaves our sight we yearn. 
But what avaUs our gloomy plaint 

Unless we punish and cut out the taint? 
And how can laws relieve our state. 

For laws divorced from morals have no weight, 
If neither realms of fiery glow, 

Nor lands the cold north's furthest limits show 
In robe of frozen snow clothed deep 

Can daunt the trader ? If our sailors sweep 

F 
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In triumph o'er the billow's crest? 

Through dread of shame, at poverty's behest 
We do and suffer any deeds, 

And leave the steep of Worth that upward leads. 
Then in the Capitol let all, 

Where shouts and cheers of thronging flattrers call, 
Or in the nearest sea be bold 

To leave our gems and gauds and useless gold, 
The source from whence the mischief came. 

If we repent us truly of our shame, 
The earliest roots of base desire 

Must be plucked out, and weaklings must acquire 
By rough pursuits a stouter mould. 

The boy of noble birth, untaught to hold 
His seat on horseback^ dreads the chase. 

Yet hath more skill if you should bid him race 
With Grecian hoop or bid him game 

With dice and hazard that our laws proclaim; 
What time his forsworn father s end 

Is but to cheat his partner, guest or friend. 
That gain on gain he thus may pile 

For worthless heir. Tis true he makes a vile 
Increase of wealth ; but with it all 

A something in the total short will fall. 



THE ODES OF HORACE. 35 



ODE XXV. 

To Bacchus. 

I'm filled with thee, where dost thou sweep 

Me, Bacchus? To what groves or grottoes deep 
Am I with swift new thoughts brought near? 

And in what cave shall peerless Caesar hear 
Me planning how I best may raise 

To stars and court of Jove his deathless praise ? 
Songs grand and new will I outpour, 

That other lips have never sung before. 
So may some Thyad sleepless stand 

To look on Hebrus, and the snow-clad land 
Of Thrace, and Bhodope whose height 

Is trod by savage feet. Ah, what delight 
Is mine to marvel, as I stray, 

At bank and lonely grovel thou whose sway 
Is strong o'er Naiads and the Ba,cchant band, 

That lofty ash-trees snap with unarmed hand, 
No strain or poor or incomplete 

Or earthly I will sing. The risk is sweet 
To follow thus the God of wine 

Who wreathes his brow with tendrils of the vine. 
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ODE XXVI. 

To Venus. 

With maidens late I found success, 
And conquests did my warfare bless: 
Now arms and lute, their battles o'er, 

Shall sea-bom Venus store 
On wall that leftward guards her face. 
Here, here the flaming torches place 
And bars and bows so brave of yore 

To threaten bolted door. 
Goddess of blest Cyprian race 
And Memphis, free from snows of Thrace, 
Queen, uplift thy lash and bring 

To ChloS's pride one sting. 

ODE XXVII 

To Galatea. 

Let sinners have for omen hooting owl 

To lead them forth and pregnant bitch, or howl 

Of tawny wolves that from Lanuvium prowl, 

And fox with young: 
Their long-appointed journey let some snake. 
That swift as arrow darts across them, break 
And scare their horses. If, for your dear sake, 

I seers among 
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Am watching ere the bird of rainfall takes 
His way inspired again to stagnant lakes, 
The boding raven I will ceM whence wakes 

The morning glow. 
Live happy wheresoe'er you choose to be, 
My Qalatea, and remember me ; 
May you no boding pie to stop you see, 

Or straggling crow. 
And yet you note how now in passion s heat 
Orion sets? I know how black waves beat 
O'er Hadria's bay and how the West Winds 
cheat 

In blowing fair. 
I pray that wives and children of the foe 
The South Wind s stealthy rise alone may know, 
And roar of dark waves that the strand below 

Convulse and tear. 
Europa trusted thus her snowy side 
To traitor bull and yielded as the tide 
Showed nought but guile and monsters far and 
wide, 

Her once brave air. 
For she who late through meads for blossoms sought, 
While for the Nymphs her wreaths, their due, she 

wrought, 
Through shimmering shadows of the night saw 
nought 

But stars and main; 
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And cried, when at the hundred-citied shore 

Of Crete she touched the land, * Oh, mine no more 

Are daughter's name and fame that once I bore, 

By madness slain. 
Whence have I come and whither? Once to die 
For maiden's fault were little. Do I sigh 
O'er sin while waking? Or do dreams flit by 

From ivory gate 
To mock me pure and stainless yet 
With idle shadows ? Was it best my course to set 
Through length of billows, or my blooms to get 

In fresh-blown freight? 
If some one to my anger now would lend 
That bull accursed, I would strive to rend 
With steel the horns of him I deemed a friend. 

To rend and tear. 
In shame I left my father's household fane, 
In shame I linger on and death detain. 
I 'd roam mid lions, if the gods would deign 

To hear my prayr. 
Before my cheeks from comeliness decay. 
Before the tide of youth has ebbed away, 
I fain would be a hungry tiger s prey 

In beauty still. 
"Europa, ' thus I hear my father crys 
"Why hesitate, thou worthless one, to die? 
To yonder ash thy handy girdle tie, 

Its noose will kill. 



THE ODES OF HORACE. 39 

If precipices sharp with death you find 

To suit you better, leap and trust the wind ; 

Unless of carded wool you have a mind 

Your tale to show, 
The seed of kings, in savage dame's employ 
As slave and rival." ' While she vented her annoy 
Came Venus slyly smiling and her boy 

With unbent bow. 
And soon when mirth had laughed its filL ' Befrain,' 
Said she, * from wrath and quarrel's heated strain : 
That hated bull will bring you back again 

His horns to tear. 
As yet you know not that you are the bride 
Of Jove unconquered. Sobbing lay aside ; 
For half the world — with prudence chasten pride — 

Your name shall bear.' 



ODE XXVIII. 
To Lyde. 

On Neptune 8 feast-day what can I 

Best choose to do? Come, Lyde busily 

The Caecuban from hidden cell 

Bring out and storm your wisdom's citadel. 

You see how noon wanes fast away ; 
And yet, as if the flying hours would stay, 
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From oat its bin yoa scraples make 

The laggard jar of Bibolns to take. 
We first will sing in order fair 

Of Xeptnne and the Nymphs with sea-green 
hair: 
Then next jon'll hymn on ronnded shell 

Latona ; of Diana's darts yon'll tell. 
And last of her whose qneenly sway 

Her Cnidos and bright Cyelades obey. 
Who drawn by swans to Paph«:« hies: 

For Night too shall the chant she merits rise. 



ODE XXIX. 
To Maeeemas. 

Wapts yon. son of Tascan monarchs. 

Wine in nnbroached flagon rare. 
Long the roses here are waiting 

And the balsam for yoor hair. 
End delay: from Tibor's ibontains 

Tear your eyes, that love to see 
But the parricide's tall ridgea 

And the slopes of JEsulae. 
Lieave proud plenty and the palace 

That from clouds above looks down 
Cease to marvel at the riches 

And the dust and din of town. 
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Often change delights the wealthy ; 

And a poor roof's chastened fare, 
Though it boasts no purple hangings, 

Smooths the wrinkled brow of care. 
Now Andromeda's bright father 

Shows again his hidden rays; 
Rages Procyon, maddens Leo, 

As the sun brings rainless dayB. 
Sheep and shepherds all are weary, 

And they seek the stream and shade 
Where SUvanus spreads his thickets ; 

Not a bank s by breeze overplayed. 
On our country's constitution 

You are brooding, you have care 
What Cathay and jRef of Cyrus, 

Bactra, and the Don prepare. 
What the future has to bring us 

Jove's great wisdom hides in night. 
And he smiles if anxious mortals 

Trembling crave forbidden sight. 
Bear the present with contentment; 

For all else doth onward sweep 
Like a stream, now gently gliding 

To its rest in Tuscan deep, 
Now, its tide by jRerce flood angered. 

Making hills and forests ring. 
As its waters trees and boulders, 

Flocks and homesteads onward fling. 
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He alone is free and happy 

Who can boast fit)m day to day 
'I have lived: Jove send to-morrow 

Murky cloud or sunny ray, 
Still the past he ccomot alter. 

Cannot give it stop or stay, 
Cannot mould again or cancel 

What swift time has swept away.' 
Fortune joys in working sorrow, 

Ever plays one cruel game. 
Gracing me and then another 

With the meed of fickle fame. 
If she bide with me I praise her : 

If she shake her restless wing, 
Let her gifts go — poor but honest, 

To my inborn worth I cling. 
Though storm-beaten masts be groaning, 

'Tis not mine to rush to pray'rs, 
And with craven vows to bargain 

Lest some freight of Tyrian wares 
Swell the wealth of greedy ocean. 

O'er the wild .^Igean main 
Two-oared skiff and breeze shall bear me 

Shielded by the Brethren Twain. 
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ODE XXX. 

To Melpomene. 

A MONUMENT I HOW have raised more permanent 

than brass, 
That doth in height the kingly bulk of Pyramids 

o'erpass ; 
And it nor gnaw of sapping rain, nor North Wind's 

frenzied might 
Has strength to ruin and overthrow, nor all the 

onward flight 
Of marching years that none can count, nor all the 

ages* sweep. 
I shall not wholly yield my life, for I shall surely 

keep 
Prom Death untouched my greater part: since I 

shall ever grow 
With praise of those to come renewed, as long as 

upward go 
To Capitol the silent Maidens in the Pontiff* s train. 
I shall be known where brawling streams of 

Aufidus complain. 
And through the realms where water fails and 

Daunus ruled a state 
Whose people are but peasants, and the world will 

call me great, 
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Though lowly once my station was, because I first 

had wed 
Aeolian song to Latin strains. Thy pride may 

raise her head, 
Melpomene, — the work is thine, and let it please 

thee now 
To take the Delphic laurel-wreath and set it on 

my brow. 



BOOK IV. 
ODE I. 

To Venus. 

My wars abandoned many a day 

Art thou renewing, Venus? Spare me, pray. 
I 'm not the man I was in reign 

Of kindly Cinara. The winsome train 
Of Cupids own a mother stem ; 

Give over trying with soft curb to turn 
A heart ten lustres harden. Flee 

Where youth's sweet vows are now recalling thee. 
More fitly thou It for revels roam, 

On car that purple swans draw, to the home 
Of Paullus Maximus, and there 

Thou It find a heart more suited to thy care. 
For his are noble birth and comeliness, 

And flow of speech for clients in distress : 
A hundred arts are his beside, 

He '11 bear thy warfare's standards far and wide : 
And, when he smiles to find his sway 

Too strong for gifts his rival throws away, 



46 THE ODES OF HORACE. 

A marble statue thou shalt take 

'Neath citron canopy by Alban lake. 
There incense thou shalt smell, the lute 

Will sing to please thee with the pipe and flute. 
There to thy godhead twice a day 

Will boys with tender maidens praising pray, 
And on the ground with snowy feet, 

Like priests of Mars, in triple measure beat. 
With me no more for any beauty's sake 

Does idle hope of love returned awake : 
In drinking-bout to strive no mind 

Have I, or round my brow fresh flow'rs to bind. 
But why, sweetheart — alas that I am weak! — 

Do stranger tear-drops trickle down my cheek? 
And why in silence all unmeet 

Now halts my tongue, whose speech was once so 
fleet? 
I sometimes think in nightly dream 

I hold thee fast; and then again I seem 
To chase thee through some grassy plain 

Hard-hearted still, or o'er the rolling main. 

ODE II. 

To Julu8 Antonifis, 

Whoever seeks to rival Pindar's song, 
Though, Julus, waxen wings awhile be strong 
By aid of Daedalus, will give ere long 

His name to glassy sea. 
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As mountain torrents rushing downward go 
That floods from out their well- known channels throw, 
From Pindar streams in never-ending flow 

Deep-throated melody: 
Full worthy he to win Apollo's bay, 
As through his dithyrambics boldly stray 
New words and rolling phrases, while his way 

Scorns metre and its laws ; 
If praise of gods or deeds of kings be sung, 
The seed of gods, who to just vengeance stung 
Destroyed the Centaurs and to ruin flung 

Chimaeras flaming jZ; 
If men he hymns who high as heav n roign 
When pEihn escorts them from Elean plain, 
Or steed or boxer, working richer gain 

Than statues can bestow ; 
Or if he mourns some youth just torn away 
From weeping bride, to stars in golden my 
His strength and mind and heart he lifts, and stay 

He gives to Death*s black blow. 
The swan of Dirce soars on mighiy gale 
As oft, Antonius, as he seeks to sail 
To lofly realm of clouds : I but avail, 

Like Matine bee on wing 
That gathers scented thyme with busy moil 
Around the woodland and damp Tibur's soil, 
To be a humble writer and with toil 

My songs in rhyme to string. 
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A poet, you shall hymn with louder quill 
Our Caesar when along the sacred hill 
He drags in train Sygambri, savage still, 

And wears his well-earned bays; 
Than whom nought greater or of higher worth 
The good gods gave or will give unto earth. 
Though flight of time should bring again to birth 

Those far-off golden days. 
'Tis yours to celebrate this season gay, 
When Roman citizens make holiday 
O'er brave Augustus, and the law-courts stay 

Their high concerns 
Then I will add with all my voice a word, 
If I can say aught worthy to be heard, 
' Bright, honoured Sun,' I '11 sing, to gladness stirred 

As Caesar safe returns. 
And while thou marchest on ' Hail, Triumph, hail ! ' 
*Hail, Triumph' yet again we will not fail 
-411 Rome to cry, while, since their smiles prevail, 

For gods our incense bums. 
Your vow ten bulls and cows as many slays : 
A tender steer my votive off'ring pays. 
That left his mother o'er rich meads to graze 

Till he for me has bled; 
He on his forehead feigns the crescent light 
Of moon that rises on her third new night, 
And shows this single mark of snowy white 

Where all the rest is red. 
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ODE III. 

To Melpomene. 

The man, upon whose natal day 

Thy glance, Melpomene, with favour lay. 
In Isthmian games the boxer's meed 

Will never honour, and no flying steed 
Will make him victor in Greek car: 

That man with Delian laurel will no war 
Adorn as captain, or in show, 

Because he laid proud threats of monarchs low. 
Unto the Capitol display; 

But waters that by fruitful Tibur stray, 
And forests and their leafy maze 

Will make him famous with ^olian lays. 
The sons of Rome, 'mong cities chief, 

Now deem my merits worthy, and are lief 
To place me in the poets' honoured guild, 

And envy's biting tongue is stilled. 
Muse, who of the golden lute 

Dost rule the music and on fishes mute 
Bestowest also all the gain, 

If so it please thee, of the swan's clear strain ; 
Thanks to thy graciousness alone, 

As minstrel of the Roman lyre I 'm shown 
By finger of each man I meet: 

Through thee my strains (if sweet they be) are 
sweet. 
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ODE IV. 

To the City of Rome. 

As the levin's winged attendant, 

(King of birds that roam the air 
Made by Jupiter, who proved him 

True with Ganymede the fair) 
Urged by youth and inborn spirit. 

Strange to labour leaves the nest, 
When the Spring has taught him trembling, 

Since the clouds are gone, to breast 
Winds unwonted: on the sheepfold 

Instinct soon sweeps down his flight; 
Now against some struggling serpent 

Spurs him love of food and fight : 
Or as roe, on juicy pasture 

All intent, may haply spy 
Whelp just weaned from tawny mother, 

By its young fangs doomed to die : 
So Vindelici saw Drusus 

'Neath the Alps his warfare wage; 
(Stop I not to ask the reason 

Why their hands through eVry age 
Amazonian axe is arming ; 

None may all things know) and, wide 
Though their hosts long time spread conquest, 

Youthftil prudence crushed their pride. 
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And they felt what mind and morals 

Fostered in a blest abode 
Could accomplish, what to Caesar's 

Sire-like care the Neroes owed. 
Brave and good men get brave offspring: 

Father's worth in bull and steed 
Shows itself; and savage eagles 

Timid pigeons never breed. 
Inborn force with training broadens, 

Hearts by care are stouter made : 
But, when honour once has failed them. 

Crimes the gentle bom degrade. 
What a debt Rome owes the Neroes 

Testify Metaurus' stream, 
Hasdrubars defeat, and Latium's 

Clouds dispersed in sunny gleam 
On the day that smiled with vict'ry; 

When fell foe from town to town 
Bushed as flame through pines, as Eurus 

O'er the billows charges down. 
After this with happy labour 

Roman youths more mighty grew; 
And each fane restored its statues 

That the Poeni overthrew. 
Then said Hannibal the faithless — 

* Stags of greedy wolves the prey, 
We provoke men from whom richest 

Fame it were to steal away. 
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This the race that from Troys ashes, 

Tost the Tuscan waters o'er, 
Gods and sons and aged parents 

To the Latin cities bore; 
As on Algidus the holm-oak, 

Where the forest's gloom is rife, 
Shorn by axe, from wounds, from losses 

Gathers still new strength and life. 
Not the Hydra 8 mangled body 

Laid on Hercules such stress, 
No such prodigy did Colchis 

Or Echion's Thebes possess. 
Whelm it deep, it rises fairer : 

Wrestle, it will nobly throw 
Unthrown victor, fighting battles 

That shall make each wife's talk flow. 
Proud despatches I to Carthage 

Send no more ; for fled, ah ! fled 
Are our hopes and all our fortune 

Now that Hasdrubal is dead.' 
Claudian hands find nought to check them ; 

Since our Jove's own kindly star 
Guards, and weight of prudent counsel 

Blunts for them the edge of war. 
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ODE V. 

To Afigustus. 

CHILD of heaVn, Rome s best stay, 
You linger now too long away; 
To sacred senate brief delay 

You promised — back return. 
Great chief, your country lacks its light: 
When Spring-like on your people's sight 
Your face has shone, day grows more bright 

And suns more welcome bum. 
A mother, when the jealous blast, 
Though fiill a twelvemonth now is past, 
Beyond Carpathian seas holds fast 

Her boy firom sweets of home, 
The gods with vow and pray'r implores, 
And chains her gaze to winding shores; 
So each true heart sad yearning stores 

Till Caesar to us come. 
The ox in safety roams the fields ; 
And blessed plenty Ceres yields, 
While Peace at sea our sailors shields. 

And Faith feels awe of blame. 
Chaste homes no base defilements stain ; 
For law and fashion foulness rein, 
The father s face in child is plain, 

And vengeance follows shame. 
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Who Parthian and cold Scyth need dread, 
Or host that rough Germania bred, 
With Caesar safe? Who racks his head 

er war of Spain s fierce folk ? 
Each treads his hills till daylight wanes, 
As vines to widowed trees he trains : 
When joy of cups and cates he gains, 

He'll thee his god invoke. 
With pray'rs he courts thee and with wine ; 
With Lares might he couples thine, 
As Hercules the Greeks enshrine 

And Ca.stor's memory. 
* Great chieftain, grant Hesperia long 
Such joys to know I ' so runs my song 
When dawn is dry. when wine is strong 

And sun is hid by sea. 

ODE VI. 

To Apollo, 

God whose vengeance fell on vaunting tongue 
Of Niobe and heart of Tityos wrung, 
And slew Achilles who had nigh o'erflung 

The heights of Troy : 
Too strong for others, he was weak to thee, 
Although, the son of Thetis, nymph of sea, 
The Dardan tow rs with dread spear threatened he 

In fierce employ. 
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He, like a pine by biting axe o'erthrust 
Or cypress shivered by some eastern gust, 
Fell forward prostrate and in Trojan dust 

Bowed low his head. 
Not his within Minerva's cheating steed 
To trick the Trojans, who their revels lead 
In evil hour, while Priam's courtiers heed 

But dancer's tread: 
For openly to captive prisoners stem, 
Alas, the shame! with Argive fire he'd bum 
Poor infants speech as yet too young to learn. 

Or yet unborn; 
Had not the Sire of Heav'n, lending ear 
To pleadings raised by thee and Venus dear, 
Permitted your -^neas walls to rear 

In brighter dawn. 
teacher of Thalia's clear-voiced air, 
Who in the stream of Xanthus laVst thy hair, 
Preserve for Daunian song of grace a share, 

Agyieus fair. 
Apollo gives my verses fire and ring, 
Through him with poets art and name I sing. 
Ye noble maidens and ye youths that spring 

From high degree; 
That safe in ward of Delian goddess go 
Who conquers stags and lynxes with her bow ; 
While keeping Lesbian measure, take the flow 

Of time from me. 
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Latona's son in duty ye shall praise, 

The Moon in duty with her crescent rays, 

Who fostered crops and down revolving ways 

The fleet months brought. 
Anon, a bride, you '11 say, * I sang a strain 
That to the gods is dear, as dawned again 
The cycle's feast, my note from music ta'en 

That Horace taught/ 

ODE VII. 
To Torqtmtus, 

The snows have fled, while leaves return again 

To trees, and grass to plain. 
Her changes Earth renewing, streams fall low 

Within their banks to flow. 
The Graces three and Nymphs can naked tread 

Their dances free from dread. 
Death comes to all things — note each year and day 

That swift time sweeps away. 
Frost yields to Zephyrs: Spring is made to fly 

By Summer, who will die 
When Autumn sheds his fruits ; and soon again 

Comes Winter's sluggish reign. 
Yet rapid moons make good the loss overhead: 

But we, when we are dead. 
With Tullus, Ancus, and iEneas laid, 

Are nought but dust and shade. 
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Who knows if gods to span this day has had 

Will any morrow add ? 
All gifts will cheat your greedy-handed heir 

That to yourself you spare. 
When you are dead and Minos has at last 

His sentence on you past, 
Not eloquence, Torquatus, race or worth 

Will give you back to earth. 
Not chaste Hippolytus from depths of night 

Diana brings to light ; 
And vainly from Pirithous Theseus strains 

To burst Lethaean chains. 



ODE VIII. 

To CensoHnus, 

I *D give fair vases — yes, and goblets too, 

My Censorinus, to my comrades true; 

I'd tripods give that once as guerdon blest 

The valiant Greeks, — and you should have the best — 

If works of art my fortune could command. 

Like those that Scopas or Parrhasius planned ; 

The one in stone, the one with colours blent 

Now man, now god could deftly represent. 

No store of these is mine, your lot invites 

Them not, nor need you covet such delights. 
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In song you revel : song I can supply, 

And to the gift assign a value high. 

Not marble statues state-bestowed, that breath 

And life to noble captains after death 

Bring back and tell their greatness; not the rout 

Of Hannibal, when Rome flung flout for flout ; 

Not blazing flames, when godless Carthage burned, 

The praise of him, who with new name returned 

From vanquished Afric won, more clearly show 

Than do Calabrian Muses : nor, if glow 

Of written record failed, would noble deed 

Obtain its due reward. What of the seed 

Of Mars and Ilia, if grim silence hid 

And grudged to Eomulus the work he did ? 

To -^acus, released from Stygian wave. 

The force and love and tongue of poets gave 

A hallowed dwelling in the blessed isles. 

Death takes not those who win the Muse*s smiles : 

The Muse opes heav'n. Thus Hercules is meet 

At splendid feasts of Jove to take his seat : 

Thus sons of Tyndareus, as bright stars, save 

Storm-beaten vessels from an Ocean grave: 

Thus Liber, crowned with wreath of vine-leaves fair, 

To liappy issues leads the votive prayer. 
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ODE IX. 

To Lolliu8. 

Believe not haply that the songs will die 
Which, bom the roar of Aufidus hard by, 
Through art new ways inspire, 
I sing for wedlock with the Ijnre. 
Though Lydian Homer holds the highest throne, 
Success the Cean bard and Pindar own, 
Stesichorus the stem 
And fierce Alcaeus glory earn: 
The ages have not spoilt the sportive play 
Of old Anacreon : lives and breathes to-day 
The tale of passion^s stings 
^olian maiden told her strings : 
Not Spartan Helen only love-locks fair 
Of guilty lover fired, and gold's rich wear 
On braided robe, and state 
Of courtiers gay and princes great 
Not first did Teucer from Cydonian bow 
Aim arrows : more than once was Troy laid low : 
Wars meet for storied page 
Not Sthenelus alone did wage 
Or huge Idomeneus : not Hector first 
Or bold De'iphobus withstood the burst 
Of heavy-handed strife 

For children and for faithful wife^ 
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Brave hearts oft beat ere Agamemnon's fight 
Was fought : but all are whelmed in endless night, 
Unwept for and unknown, 

Because no hallowed bard they own. 
If worth is hid, it differs scarce a whit 
From buried sloth. The honours that befit 
Your work in voiceful truth 
1*11 tell, nor lightly shall the tooth 
Of black oblivion mar your many deeds, 
My Lollius. Yours the mind that knows men's needs, 
That stands when days are bright. 
Or when they darken, still upright; 
That chastens grasping fraud and rests secure 
Against the wealth that tempts all to its lure; 
Nor office for one year 
It holds, but oft as judgment clear 
Expediency subordinates to right. 
It scorns the guilty's bribes and puts to flight 
The serried crowds that throng. 
And sweeps with victor's arms along. 
The man of riches vast you cannot call 
With justice happy: happiest they of all 
Who prudently employ 

What Heav'n gives them to enjoy; 
Who poverty's vexation bravely face. 
And worse than loss of life abhor disgrace : 
Not they the men to quake 
At death for friend's or country's sake. 
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ODE X. 

CRUEL still, to whom her gifts hath Venus well 

supplied, 
When days you little look for come to cloud your 

haughty pride ; 
When locks that o'er your shoulders float have 

fallen quite away; 
When bright complexion, that is now than ruddy 

rose more gay. 
With change of smooth to roughened cheek has 

faded to decay; 
As often as your mirror makes each change of 

feature plain, 
* Why had I not my present heart in youth,* you '11 

sigh in vain, 
*0r to me, minded thus, why comes not beauty 

back again?' 



ODE XL 

To Phyllis. 

A CASK I have of Alban wine 
Full nine years old: in garden mine 
Is parsley, Phyllis, crowns to twine: 

And ivy grows 
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In plenty — braid it in your hair 
And smile. My silver 's shining fair ; 
My leaf-bound altar waits its share 

TUl lamb's blood flows. 
My household has no time to waste: 
My boys and girls around me haste ; 
While darting flame in smoke-cloud cased 

A curling goes. 
That you may know what pleasures call, 
To-day the Ides of April fall, 
Which months of sea-bom Venus all 

Divide in twain : 
This holy day I well revere, 
Than mine own birthday scarce less dear; 
From it Maecenas counts each year 

In ordered train : 
The Telephus you fain would woo 
(Though rank he boasts too high for you) 
A maiden gay, and wealthy too, 

Holds now in chain. 
Burnt PhaSthon proud thoughts should scare: 
Grave warning gives the steed of air. 
Who scorned an earth-bom knight to bear 

And threw him down, 
That you should aim at what is meet. 
And ne'er beyond right hope compete 
For love too great for you. Come, sweet, 

My heart's last crown, 
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(For other maid shall ne'er again 
Be flame of mine)— come, learn a strain 
For that dear voice: song soothes the pain 

Of care's black frown. 



ODE XII. 

To Virgilius. 

Now Spring's companions blow, the Thracian gales 
That make the ocean calm and fill the sails: 
The meads are thawed, nor brawls the river's flow 

With swell of winter's snow. 
Now nests the hapless bird whose grief is hot 
For Itys still, an everlasting blot 
On house of Cecrops for the brand she thrust 

On monarch's savage lust. 
Upon the tender grass the shepherds stray, 
While to their fat sheep on the pipe they play 
And charm the god whom flocks and dusky height 

Of Arcady delight. 
The times are thirsty, Virgil: are you fain 
The vintage pressed at Gales now to drain? 
Then, client whom our youthfrd nobles guard, 

You '11 buy your wine with nard. 
One tiny box of nard is all I ask, 
Sulpician cellars then will yield a cask 
Which gives new wealth of hope and drowns despair 

That springs frt)m bitter care. 
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Ah! where are winsome mien and colours glow? 

Where is she who long ago 
Lived and breathed to make the passions play, 

Stealing all my heart away, 
Less dear than Cinara only? Where the face 

Stamped with all that well-known grace? 
But Fate to Cinara brief existence gave ; 

Fate that Lyce seeks to save, 
That she may reach the span of ancient crow 

And, as bursts of laughter flow, 
Display to those whose blood with youth is rash 

Torch that crumbles into ash. 



ODE XIV. 

To AugvMus. 

What care of Senate or of Roman race 
Can honour, Caesar, with undying grace 
Thy valour through each age 
In epitaph and storied page, 
thou, who hast of princes highest worth 
Where'er beneath the sun men dwell on earth? 
Unbroke to Roman rule, 
Vindelici in warfare s school 
Thy prowess learnt: for Drusus with thy sword 
O'erthrew the wild Genaunian horde 
And Breuni swift, and towns 

Whose might the Alpine barrier crowns, 
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And more than simple vengeance fiercely took. 
The elder Nero soon in battle shook 
The Bhaeti, giant clans, 

To rout, for heav'n blest his plans. 
A marvel he in martial strife to see : 
To hearts that welcomed death which left them free 
He wide destruction gave, 
As Auster harries untamed wave 
When band of Pleiads bursts the parting cloud ; 
And ceaselessly, to thin the foemen's crowd, 
His snorting steed he turned 
Where blazing flames most fiercely burned. 
As Aufidus, the bull-shaped, rolls his tide, 
That flows Apulian Daunus' realms beside. 
When he impassioned wields 

The threat of flood o'er well-tilled fields ; 
So Claudius with the force of rushing blow 
The mail-clad might of savage hosts laid low ; 
Whom first or last he found 

He mowed to earth, and strewed the ground 
With slain, a scathless victory but the pow'r 
And skill and gods thou gavest From the hour 
When Egypt oped her port 

To thee, and her deserted court. 
Three lustres sped and Fortune lent again 
A happy issue unto thy campaign. 

And crowned with praise and fame 
Tlie conquests ended in thy name. 
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Of thee do Cantabri, who scorned all law, 
Medes, Indians, roaming Scythians stand in awe, 
mo art a stalwart stay 
To Italy and Rome's proud sway. 
Of thee the Nile that hides its fountain source, 
Of thee the Tigris with its rapid course, 
The beast-filled sea that roars 

Around Britannia's distant shores, 
And Gaul that knows no fear of death, 
And Spain the hardy hear with bated breath: 
Thee tribes who blood hold dear, 
Sygambri, arms laid down, revere. 

ODE XV. 

In praise of Augustus. 

Apollo, when of wars I fain would sing 
And conquered cities, chiding touched my string. 
Lest I o'er Tuscan main 

My tiny sails should set Thy reign 
Rich harvests, Caesar, doth for tilths regain. 
And standards hath restored to Boman fane 
Tom down from haughty posts 

Of Parthians, while Quirinus boasts 
Closed temple free frt)m war : thy reign has thrust 
The curb of order on the freaks of lust ; 
Has made us sin no more, 
And brought us back the ways of yore 
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Through whioh Italian might and Latin name 
Waxed ever greater, till our empire's fame 
To rising sun had prest 

From where he westward sinks to rest. 
While Caesar guards us, peace nor frenzied fray 
Nor stir of civil strife shall drive away ; 
Nor wrath that forges steel 
And hate which hapless cities feeL 
The tribes who drink the Danube's water deep. 
And Getae, shall the Julian edicts keep 
That Seres dare not scorn. 
Or Medes, or men by Tanais bom. 
For us on common and on holy days. 
As merry Bacchus all his gifts displays, 
With sons and mothers staid, 

When first to gods we've duly prayed, 
Of chiefs who did their duty, like our sires, 
With hymns and strains that Lydian flute inspires 
We '11 sing, and e*en of Troy, 
Anchises, and sweet Venus' boy. 



THE EPODES. 

EPODE L 
To Maecenas, 

To sail light galleys you, my friend, are bound 

Mid ships with lofly turrets crowned, 
And all the dangers upon Caesar thrown 

You 11 front, Maecenas, with your own. 
And what of me whose life with you is gain, 

Without you but a weary pain? 
Shall I, as bidden, peaceful days pursue 

That know no sweets away from you, 
Or in this struggle shall I choose the part 

That best becomes a valiant heart? 
My choice is made ; and o'er the ridges thus 

Of Alps and uncouth Caucasus, 
Or to the furthest gulf that bounds the West 

I'll follow you with stalwart breast. 
You ask how I the labours on you laid, 

A timid weakling, hope to aid ? 
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Beside you I can better brook the care 

That is in absence worse to bear ; 
As bird, to charge of unfledged nestlings tied, 

Dreads more the serpent's stealthy glide 
When she has left them : though if she were nigh 

No greater help could she supply. 
This war and others I will gladly wage 

And hope your favour to engage: 
Not that my teams may larger be than now 

To draw along each struggling plough ; 
Not that my flocks may ere the dog-star glow 

To pastures of Lucania go ; 
Not that my country-seat may glitter down 

Near lofty walls of Circe s town. 
Your bounty has enriched enough and more ; 

And I will never hoard a store, 
Like miser Chromes in the earth to lay, 

Or fling as spendthrift wild away. 



EPODE II. 

AlfiU8, 

* Blest is the man who far from business ways, 
Like those who lived in olden days, 

With his own oxen tills his father's ground, 
To money-lender's cares unbound. 
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No bugle wakes him from a soldier's sleep ; 

He quails not at the angry deep: 
He shuns the law-court and the haughty gate 

Of him who dwells in lordly state. 
And thus ripe layers of the vine he weds 

To poplars that lift high their heads; 
Or watches in some valley far away 

His herds of lowing cattle stray; 
Or prunes the barren boughs, and in their room 

Grafts those that promise fruitful bloom ; 
Or stores in spotless jars Us honey clear, 

Or hastes his tender sheep to shear. 
When autumn comes and through the country-side 

Its fruit-crowned head uplifts in pride, 
What joy is his to gather pears he grew 

Or grapes that rival purple's hue, 
For thee, Silvanus, guard of bounds, for thee, 

Priapus, guerdon meet to be ! 
Beneath some ag^d oak he now reclines, 

Now where the grass together twines: 
Meanwhile by lofty banks streams glide along; 

From woodland birds raise plaintive song ; 
And prattling waters plash with murmur deep, 

To court the touch of gentle sleep. 
When heaven thunders and the wintry hours 

Are fraught with store of snows and show'rs, 
The savage boar, with thronging hounds beset, 

He harries to the holding net: 
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With polished pole he spreads his thin-meshed snare 

To catch the thrushes fierce for fare: 
In springes the timid hare and stranger crane 

He traps, and finds them welcome gain. 
All balefiil cares that hapless love beset, 

Who would not mid such scenes forget? 
What if a chaste wife also take her share 

In tending house and children fair 
(Like Sabine dame or brisk Apulian's bride 

Whose face the suns have darkly dyed), 
Who piles the hallowed hearth with seasoned logs 

As home her wearied husband jogs; 
Who fruitful kine in hurdles pent restrains 

And all their teeming udders drains; 
Who from the cask draws new wine fresh and sweet, 

And makes an unbought feast complete : 
For me no daintier Lucrine oysters are, 

No daintier turbot is or scar. 
If winter roaring over Eastern seas 

Has driven to us fish like these : 
No guinea-fowl or woodcock from the shore 

Of Asia slips my palate o'er 
More tastily than olives picked for me 

From bough of heavy-fruited tree ; 
Or sorrel that in meadow-lands is rife, 

Or mallows, boon to sickly life; 
Or Iskmb new slain on Terminus' glad day, 

Or kid from wolf just snatched away. 
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What joy, mid feasts like these, your ewes fiiU-fed 

To see return with eager tread ; 
To see your weary oxen homeward fare 

With bowed necks drawing upturned share; 
To see your slaves, in wealthy household's style, 

Crowd round where fire-lit Lares smile!' 
As Alfius the usurer thus did speak, 

A rustic life about to seek, 
Upon the Ides he called his money in ; 

But Calends see new loans begin. 

EPODE III. 
To Maecenas, 

Let any son, whose hand shall duty wreck 

And break an ag^d father s neck. 
Eat garlic, worse than hemlock s deadly blight. 

reaper's hardy appetite I 
What poison thus is raging round my heart V 

Instilled with herbs, an evil part 
Played adder's blood unmarked ? My baleful meal 

To handle did Canidia steal? 
Medea smitten by the chieftain's air 

Who shone of Argonauts most fair, 
When bulls he yoked that knew no yoke before. 

With this anointed Jason o'er: 
With gifts thus venomed she her rival slew. 

And far on winged serpent flew. 
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No heat so great, when Dog-star holds the sky^ 

On parched Apulia e'er did lie ; 
Nor did the robe on stalwart shoulders flare 

Of Hercules with fiercer glare. 
To eat this garlic should you e'er essay, 

My blithe Maecenas, then I pray 
That with her hand each girl your kiss may stay, 

And from your wooing keep away. 

EPODE IV. 
To Menas. 

As wolves and lambs by instinct disagree, 

You never can be friend to me, 
Who had your back by Spanish scourges torn, 

Whose legs by fetters hard were worn: 
For, though in pride of purse you tread the earth, 

Your fortune cannot change your birth. 
Do you not see, when on the Sacred Way 

With twice three ells of toga gay 
You strut, how all the passers-by 

Begard you and in anger cry : — 
* This man whom once the judge's lash cut through 

Until the beadle weary grew, 
Now tills his thousand acres and makes load 

For steeds that wear the Appian road : 
On foremost benches as a lordly knight 

He sits, and Otho feels the slight I 



THE EPODES OF HORACE. 75 

What use is it so great a fleet to send, 
Whose mighty ships beaked prows defend, 

Against the pirates and their slavish band, 
If such as he our troops command ? 

EPODE V. 
To the sorceress Canidia, 

* ALL ye gods that from your heav'nly place 

Hold sway o'er earth and mortal race, 
What means this uproar? Why do all thus turn 

On me alone their faces stern ? 
I charge you by your offspring, if for you 

Lucina came to travail true; 
I charge you by this purple's honour vain. 

By Jove whose anger you will gain, 
Why do you view me with step-mother's eyes, 

Or glare of beast that wounded lies ? ' 
As thus the boy with trembling lips made moan, 

Of badges stript his rank should own, 
A tender form that might some pity wrest 

Prom e'en a Thracian's godless breast ; 
Ganidia, having tiny adders bound 

Her head and unkempt locks around. 
Bids fig-trees wild uprooted from a tomb, 

And cypresses of mournful gloom. 
And plumage of the screeching midnight owl. 

And eggs smeared o'er with toad's blood foul, 
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And herbs Iberia and lolcus yield 

Where poisons find a jfruilfiil field, 
And bones, from mouth of starving bitch that came, 

To be consumed with Colchian flame. 
Then Sagana around the whole house flew 

And waters from Avemus threw. 
Her hair like bristles thick which roughen o'er 

Sea-urchin or a charging boar. 
In Veia no remorseful thought was found, 

With stubborn hoe she turned the ground — 
To groaning o'er her heavy labours stirred — 

Wherein the boy should be interred 
And die to see them through the weary day 

Fresh dainties ever near him lay. 
While but his face unburied still appears, 

As swimmer 8 chin the water <5lears ; 
That so his marrow drained and liver dry 

Might to their philters force supply, 
As soon as death has dulled the wasted eye 

Which glares at food the hags deny. 
The tattling talk of Naples and each town 

Which neighbours Naples, set it down 
That Folia of Ariminum was there 

Whose lusts with those of men compare ; 
Who out of heav'n with Thessalian tune 

Unspheres the stars and drags the moon. 
As ragged thumb with blackened fang she tears, 

What says Canidia, what forbears? 
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* ye, who my dark doings oft have seen 

And faithftil witnesses have been, 
Night and Diana, who can silence hold 

When sacred secrets we unfold, 
Now lend me present aid, to house of foe 

Now let your wrathful godheads go! 
While beasts through awfal woods in hiding keep 

And wearied taste the sweets of sleep, 
This aged lover, mark for laughter gay, 

Let each dog of Subura bay, 
With nard anointed such as ne'er my hand 

To work its purpose better planned. 
What fails me now ? And why in weakling plight 

Have spells of wild Medea lost their might 
By which revenge on rival proud she sped, 

On mighty Creon's child, and fled ; 
What time she gave that robe whose poison dire 

Destroyed the bride with raging fire ? 
And yet no herb or root that hidden lies 

In rugged nook has 'scaped my eyes : 
But still he courts my rivals none the less 

And keeps for me— forgetfulness. 
Alas! he wanders freed by spells and stress 

Of some more mighty sorceress. 
Through potions. Varus, never brewed before, 

(For you are many tears in store), 
Your heart to me shall come, though called away 

By Marsian charms, shall come and stay. 
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More forceful draughts I '11 brew, more potent drink 

I'll give you though from me you shrink; 
And sooner 'neath the sea shall sink the sky 

And earth be canopy on high, 
Than your hot love for me shall cease to yearn 

Like fires of pitch that darkly bum.* 
The boy's soft words no longer now implore 

The godless witches as before ; 
But doubtful whence the silence should be broke 

With Thyestean ban he spoke : 
'Though right and wrong your deadly drugs 
confound, 

They cannot loose what fate has bound: 
With curses I will haunt you ; curses deep 

No sacrifice from you can keep. 
And when by your behests I Ve breathed my last, 

A nightly horror on you cast, 
Your face with ghostly talons I '11 assail 

(So much the gods below avail), 
And, brooding closely on your troubled breast, 

With panic I will scare your rest. 
A crowd to stone you on from street to street 

And crush you, hags obscene, you'll meet. 
Your limbs, unburied, wolves shall scatter wide 

And birds on Esquiline that bide ; 
Nor will my parents, ah ! surviving me. 

This scene of vengeance fail to see.' 
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EPODE VI. 
To an Enemy. 

Why fly at harmless strangers? You are found 

When matched with wolves a caitiff hound. 
Come turn on me the threats you hurl in vain 

And worry — I will bite again. 
For, like the Spartan or Molossian breed, 

A pack that help the shepherd's need, 
I 11 hunt with ears intent o'er deepest snow 

What quarry may before me go. 
You, when you 've filled the wood with dreadful bay, 

Soon sniff at food thrown in your way. 
Beware : for rough on men to mischief bom, 

Prepared to wound I raise my horn. 
Like him Lycambes scorned as son-in-law. 

Or him who fiercely showed each flaw 
In Bupalus. If envy's tooth annoy, 

Am I to weep like helpless boy? 

EPODE VIL 
To the Romans. 

Wheke rush you now to sin ? Why in your hands 
Are clasped again the late sheathed brands? 

Too little yet has stream of Latin gore 
Been shed on plains and ocean o'er? 
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Not that the haughty tow'rs of Carthage dire 

Our Romans in their hate might fire, 
Or Britons still unconquered might display 

In chains along the Sacred Way; 
But that our City, to the Parthian's gain. 

Might perish by her own hand slain. 
Nor wolves nor lions oflFer such a sight, 

With none but stranger race they fight. 
Does frenzy blind ? Does fate too forceful lie 

Or guilt upon you? Make reply. 
They stand in silence and their cheeks grow pale, 

Their shattered minds are dazed and fail. 
Thus Rome a fate that works her bitter rue 

And crime of fratricide pursue, 
Since blood of guiltless Remus dyed the ground 

And doom on future ages bound. 

EPODE IX. 
To Maecenas. 

YouB Caecuban safe stored for festal day 

With you, at Caesars triumph gay, 
Beneath your lofty roof (Jove sends the gain) 

When shall I, blest Maecenas, drain. 
While lutes with Dorian, flutes with Phrygian air 

For us discourse their music fair? 
As when of late Neptunius fled away 

Prom where his navy blazing lay ; 
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Who threatened Rome with chains firom which 
he'd freed 

Deceitfcil slaves, their friend indeed! 
The seed of Rome (our sons will scout it) fell 

In thraldom to a woman's spell 
And, while . the soldier's arms and stakes they 
wield, 

To slave for withered eunuchs yield, 
Where mid war's standards, their disgrace to crown, 

On nets of gauze the sun looks down. 
Two thousand Gaulish knights thus mad for shame 

Rode in with cheers for Caesar's name. 
While all the foemen's navy leftward wheeled 

And lie within their port concealed. 
Hail god of triumph, thou art slow to yoke 

Thy golden car and kine unbroke ! 
No captain homeward with such glory dight 

Thou broughtest from Jugurtha's fight; 
Nor even him for whom o'er Carthage spent 

His valour raised a monument. 
The foe, by sea and land completely broke. 

His purple doffs for mourning cloak : 
And now he makes for hundred-citied Crete 

With winds that all against him beat. 
Or seeks the Syrtes swept by South Wind's force. 

Or wanders in an aimless course. 
Let cups that brim with deeper draughts be mine, 

Bring Chian, boy, or Lesbian wine, 

u 



82 THE ERODES OF HORACE. 

Or, ready check a rising qualm to end, 
With Caecuban our measures blend. 

All care and dread lest Caesar*s fates should frown 
For me shall sweet Lyaeus drown. 

EPODE X. 
Against the poet Maevius. 

With evil omen starts the vessel thus 

Which bears on board foul Maevius. 
Remember, South Wind, that you swell the tide 

And with rough billows lash each side. 
Let gloomy East Wind in the waters swirl 

Her broken oars and halyards hurL 
Let North Wind blow, as when on mountain tall 

He smites the oaks that shaken fall. 
No friendly star appear to cheer the night 

In which Orion sulks from sight : 
No calmer Ocean may he have in store 

Than that which victor Greeks sailed o'er, 
When Pallas turned from Troy her anger dark 

On Ajax and his godless bark. 
Oh, for your sailors what a toilsome stress, 

For you what ghastly sallowness I 
What wailing all unmanly and what pray'rs 

To Jove, who little recks or cares, 
When roars Ionian gulf and with the reel 

Of rainy Notus snaps your keel I 
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And if on winding shore you lie, a prey 
To make the hungry sea-gulls gay; 

A lustfol goat shall shed his life-blood warm, 
A lamb shall bleed for gods of storm. 



EPODE XI. 

To Pettius, 

No longer, Pettius, now I take delight 

In writing verse, for cruel love has on me laid 
its blight; 
The love that passing others to me turns. 
Till for some tender beauty all my passion 
fiercely bums. 
Since ceased my heart for Inacha to glow, 

This is the third December that the woodland 
leaves lays low. 
Alas ! it shames me of a plight so dire : 

Oh, what a town-talk then was 1 1 The thoughts 
of banquets tire. 
At which the lover's weakness stood confessed 
By silence and the laboured sigh drawn deeply 
from his breast. 
'That poor mans wit and heart when matched 
with gain 
Should weigh so little ! ' thus in tears to you 
did I complain, 
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What time the shameless god with glowing wine 
Had flred me all too much and drawn my secrets 
from their shrine. 
* What if unbridled wrath,' I cried, * should glow 
Around my heart, and to the winds those hatefiil 
salves should throw 
That for my evil wound no help supply; 

Then shame will vanish nor with foes ill- matched 
will longer vie.' 
Though thus I boasted of my purpose stem 
To you, my footsteps wavered, when you bade 
me home return, 
Till to her doors, unkind alas ! , they came. 

And to her cruel threshold where I racked my 
weary frame. 



EPODE XIII. 

To his Friends, 

A SAVAGE storm has veiled the sky with frowns, 
and snow and rain 
Bring the heavens down upon us: through the 
woods and o'er the main 
The Thracian North Wind thunders. Come, my 
comrades, let us seize 
From the day a ready pretext : while green youth 
is in our knees 
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'Tis meet that all moroseness from each forehead 
disappear, 
Bring the vintage that was gathered in my own 
Torquatus' year. 
All else forbear to mention : since the gods our 
troubles hard 
Haply will exchange for blessinga Now with 
Achemaenian nard 
Anointed we will revel, and with Cyllenean string 
We will make the cares that rack us from each 
saddened heart take wing. 
His growing ward the Centaur thus of coming time 
did warn : 
' Thee unconquered, thee a mortal of the goddess 
Thetis bom, 
The realms of King Assaracus await, by chilly 
tide 
Of Scamander's streamlet parted, thou shalt see 
the Simois glide : 
But thence will Fates with broken thread return 

for thee restrain, 
And thy sea-bom mother's might will fail to bring 

thee home again. 
For cares that there assail thee win from wine 
and song relief; 
Of all comforts they are sweetest to the smart 
of ugly grief.' 
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EPODE XIV. 

To Maecenas, 

Why so deeply has this listlessness throughout my 
being spread 
That all thought of work is dead, 
Just as if the draughts of Lethe which forgetful 
sleep inspire 
I had drained with throat a-fire? 
Thus you plague me, true Maecenas, with your 
weary how and why: 
When the gods, the gods deny 
That iambics I had started, verses promised long ago, 

Their appointed end should know. 
Old Anacreon of Teos grief like this, they say, 
of yore 
For his Samian lover bore. 
Who for love upon the hollow lyre full oft would 
make his moan 
In no laboured time or tone. 
You yourself are sharply smitten : if she s bright 
as beauty's rays 
Which set leagured Troy ablaze, 
For your lucky lot be thankful. By a freed slave 
I m undone, 
Phryne kind to more than one. 
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EPODE XV. 

To Neaera, 

*TwA8 night, the moon was beaming bright from 
out a cloudless sky, 
The lesser stars shone round to see; 
When, soon to outrage all the might of heav'n's 
majesty. 
You swore you would be true to me; 
And closer than the ivy twines around the lofty oak 

You clasped me tightly, as you swore 
That long as wolves attack the flock and fell 
Orion's stroke 
On seamen falls when billows roar, 
Long as Apollo s unshorn locks the gentle breezes 
sway, 
This love of mine should find return. 
Neaera, you shall sorely grieve when courage wins 
the day. 
For, if in Flaccus manhood bum. 
On favoured rival he 11 not see your favours 
always thrown, 
In wrath he '11 woo some kinder fair : 
Nor will his firmness yield to charms that hateful 
once have grown. 
If pride arise to conquer care. 
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And whosoever thou may'st be to whom her 
thoughts incline, 
Whose gait is lordlier for my smart ; 
Though Pactolus for thee flows down, though 
countless herds are thine, 
Though rich in acres broad thou art, 
Though to the lore Pythagoras taught, twice-born, 
thou holdst the key, 
Though Nireus yields to thee in grace, 
Alas! thou It sorrow for the love another steals 
from thee : 
And I shall wear the smiling face. 



EPODE XVI. 
To the Roman People, 

A SECOND age is worn away by civil warfare's blaze, 

And through her very greatness Rome decays: 
Her whom nor Marsian neighbours e'er were able 
to downtread. 

Nor Tuscan host that fell Porsenna led ; 
Nor jealous might of Capua, nor Spartacus the bold, 

Nor faithless Q-aul, rebellion's hold : 
Her whom Q-ermania's blue- eyed sons could never 
yet lay low. 

Or Hannibal, each parent's dread, overthrow, 
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A godless race with blood accurst we shall for 
ever blight; 
And once again shall wild beasts haunt her site. 
Her ashes shall the savage victor trample and 
each street 
Beneath his charger's ringing foot-fall beat 
His pride the bones of Romulus, now hid from wind 
and sun, 
Unholy sight ! shall scatter one by one. 
You all, or all the best of you, are asking what 
may be 
The way from such calamities to flee? 
Besolve that it is wisest (such the view Phocaeans 
took, 
When bound by solemn oath they all forsook 
Ancestral homes and fatherland, and left each 
temple fair 
To be the haunt of greedy wolf and bear) 
To start where'er your feet may go, where'er on 
swelling deep 
The gales from south and west your course 
may sweep. 
So vote you? or has any man a wiser word to 
say? 
To ship with happy omens why delay? 
But let us swear that not till rocks swim upward 
on the sea 
Betum for us shall cease a crime to be ; 

N 
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That free from harm to come our sails may ne'er 
be homeward set 
Till flow of Padus makes Matiniis wet ; 
Till Apenninus to the waves has rashed down 
from above ; 
Till strange desires work miracles of love ; 
Till tigresses in passion strange with stags con- 
found their race; 
Till kite with dove is wed in fond embrace; 
Till tmstfiil herds of lion's glare their fear no 
more retain ; 
Till goats grow smooth and haunt the briny 
main. 
So bound by this, or any oath that sweet return 
denies, 
A whole community let us arise 
To go, or such as scorn the herd by ignorance 
opprest : 
Let hopeless craven cling to ill-starred rest. 
But you, whose hearts are brave, forbear in woman's 
mood to grieve ; 
The Tuscan coast behind you fly to leave. 
For us the world-encircling Ocean waits : a land 
that smiles 
With plenty seek we, and those blessed isles 
Where fields that know no plough-share's touch 
still yield their yearly grain, 
And vines still blossom that unpruned remain ; 
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Where olive-bough puts forth the buds whose 
promise ne'er is wrecked, 
Where trees by their own dusky figs are decked : 
From hollow holm flows honey and from moun- 
tain's lofty crown 
The gentle streams with sounding step leap down : 
Unbidden come the she-goats to the milk-pail, 
backward roam 
The trusty kine to bring full udders home: 
Around the sheepfold never prowls the growling 
bear by night; 
No vipers rear aloft in swelling height. 
On marvels many more than these we'll gaze in 
glad surprise, 
How tilths with ceaseless rain no east wind 
plies : 
How here no plague destroys the herd, no con- 
stellation's rays 
To scorch the flock in frenzied fury blaze: 
No fruitful seed in thirsty soil is parched to 
barrenness. 
The king of heaven bating each excess. 
Here never came an Argo built of pine with 
struggling oar. 
Here shameless Colchian ne'er set foot on shore : 
Their sail-yards hither never turned or men in 
Sidon bom. 
Or comrades of Ulixes labour-worn, 
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Since Jove these islands far away for holy people 
placed, 
When he the golden days with brass debased, 
And then the brazen age with iron hardened; 
whence to flee 
Shall bless the just if they will follow me. 

EPODE XVII. 

To Canidia. 

Hor. At last to force of skill I captive bow ; 
By realms of Proserpine I pray thee now, 
By godhead of Diana none may slight, 
By volumes of the potent spells whose might 
Can draw the unsphered stars from heav*n away, 
Canidia, mystic incantations stay; 
Thy swift wheel loose and let it backward spin. 
E'en Telephus did Nereus' grandson win 
To pity, though against him in his pride 
He marshalled Mysians and sharp missiles 

plied. 
Troy's detmes anointed Hector brave to slay. 
Though judged of beasts and birds and dogs 

the prey, 
When once the king his ramparts lefb to meet 
Achilles stem and fell down at his feet. 
Tired oarsmen of Ulixes stript away 
The bristly skin, that o'er their bodies lay, 
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When Circe willed it; back to them were 

brought 
The well-known grace of look and speech 

and thought. 
You pain enough and more have laid on me, 
Whom traders love and men that sail the sea. 
My youth is gone, its bashftJ blush has fled, 
My bones are now by ghastly skin o'erspread ; 
Your fragrant incense makes my hair grow 

white, 
No rest relieves me from my piteous plight : 
Night follows day, day night, and yet for me 
No respite sets my laboured breathing free. 
Thus I perforce believe what I denied, 
That lungs by Sabine spells are sorely tried. 
That head may split when Marsian charms 

are plied. 
Why ftirther vengeance seek ? sea, shore, 
Not Hercules so burned when smeared with 

gore 
Of Nessus, in Sicilian ^tna glow 
No fires so frenzied : you, until you throw 
My crumbling ashes where rude tempests blow, 
A boiling caldron, Colchian drugs distiL 
What end, what punishment must I frdfil? 
Come, tell me truly : name what fine you will 
And I will pay, if you should bid me bring 
A hundred steers, if I your praise must sing 
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On lying lute: so chaste, so pore you are 
That you shall roam the skies, a golden star. 
At slur on Helen placed though Castor raged 
And Castor's brother, they by pray'r assuaged 
Restored to sight the bard who blindly gazed. 
You have the pow'r, from madness set me 

free; 
Low birth defiles you not with mean degree, 
No cunning witch mid humble graves you 

tread 
To scatter ashes of men nine days dead. 
Your hands are holy and your heart is mild. 
And Protumeius is your true-bom child 
Can. Why pour your pray'rs on fast-closed ears in 

vain? 
No rocks that bear the wintry ocean's strain 
To naked mariners more deaf remain. 
Shall you unpunished laugh to think you 

spread 
Cotytto's rites where Loves unfettered tread ? 
Shall you, like priest from magic Esquiline, 
Unscathed, the City fill with me and mine? 
What use Pelignian witches to have feed 
To mix a potion swifter than my need ? 
Too slow for you the fates that on you throng. 
Your life shall drag its wretched length along 
To be by fresh pangs more and more distrest. 
The sire of faithless Pelops longs for rest ; 
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So longs Prometheus to his vulture tied, 
And Tantalus who starves for food denied. 
Longs Sisyphus with rolling stone to gain 
The mountain's crown ; but laws of Jove re- 
strain. 
Now from some lofty tow'r you '11 long to leap, 
Now Noric blade across your breast to sweep : 
And vainly nooses for your neck you '11 reeve 
Sick of eidstence that but makes you grieve. 
Upon your shoulders seated I will ride ; 
And earth shall bow beneath my haughty pride. 
Shall I, who waxen eflfigies can ply, 
As you yourself by prying know, shall I, 
Whose charms can draw the moon down from 

o'erhead, 
Who can arouse the ashes of the dead, 
And mix love-philters for a yearning heart, 
Bewail a skill that works for you no smart? 
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Phoebus, Diana who o*er woods hast sway, 
Whose sheen decks heav'n, revered and meet alway 
To be revered, give answer as we pray 

On hallowed days; 
When warning verses of the Sibyl bring 
Oar chosen maidens and chaste youths to sing 
For gods, unto our seven hills who cling, 

Their tuneftil lays. 
bounteous Sun, who light with car of flame 
Dost show and hide, another yet the same 
At dawn, may nothing more majestic claim 

Than Bome thy gaze. 
On mothers, when the time of birth draws nigh, 
Ilythyia, look with kindly eye, 
Lucina, Genitalis, choose the cry 

That gains thy grace. 
goddess, dower us with descendants great, 
And bless our senate's edicts on the state 
Of wedlock ; let our marriage laws create 

A teeming race. 
t o 
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So, when ten times eleven years have sped, 

The cycle fixed shall bring round songs and tread 

Of crowded games till three bright days have fled 

And three sweet nights. 
And you, ye Pates, by whose decrees endure 
The word once spoken and the end secure 
Of each event, add future blessings sure 

To past delights. 
Let Earth, as fruitftd crops and cattle grow, 
On Ceres crown of full-eared com bestow : 
Her increase breeze of Jove and wholesome flow 

Of rainfall rear. 
Thine arrows quivered, kind and mild of mien, 
Apollo, hear the youths thy suppliants keen; 
And thou, Moon, of stars the crescent queen. 

Thy maidens hear: 
If you created Home and Eome's renown. 
When Trojans in Etruria settled down 
And, bidden to forsake their homes and town. 

In safety crossed ; 
For whom, unhurt where raged Troy's flames amain, 
Survived the chaste ^neas to obtain 
A way to freedom and a greater gain 

Than what they lost. 
Train, gods, an upright heart in each young breast. 
Grant, gods, to time of peaceful age its rest, 
Let Boman race, in state and offspring blest. 

All glories show. 
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Make him, who worships you with oxen white, 
The heir of Venus and Anchises, bright 
With warfare's triumphs, gentle in his might 

To vanquished foe. 
E'en now of arms that sweep both sea and land 
With Alban axes Medes in terror stand; 
Now Ind and Scythia wait for our command. 

And bate their scorn. 
Now Faith and Peace and Eight and old-world mien 
Of Chastity and Worth, that 's slighted been, 
Take heart to come again, and Plenty 's seen 

With brimming horn. 
seer Apollo, graced with gleaming bow. 
For whom the Muses nine in fiiendship glow. 
Whose skill on sickly frames can health bestow 

And pain assuage. 
Look on the Palatine with kindly gaze, 
The Boman state and happy Latium raise 
Through second lustre unto better ways 

And nobler age. 
Queen of Algidus and Aventine 
Upon the priests fifteen with favour shine. 
And for the youthftil choir thine ears incline 

To vows they bring. 
That such assent from Jove and Heav'n we earn 
In sweet and certain hope we home return. 
Of Phoebus and Diana we who learn 

The praise to sing. 
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